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went on to win many more races.

ith my octogenarian year just off the
bow, I am somewhat shamefaced in
my personal appraisal of that 1945 Mackinac
Race on Blitzen—I suspect | was something
of a loud mouth. Still, it was an honor to
be among that gold-plated crew that blew
off the fleet in a wild 200-mile dash
for Mackinac.

[ seem to have forgotten many of the
crew members I have raced with over the
years but the names and faces of Blitzen’s 45
crew remain fresh in my mind. Ernie Grates,
a top sailor during the years he raced the
8-meter Shamrock, and Murray Knapp, a
non-sailor but a helluva cook in all kinds
of goings, bought Blitzen in 1944. Crewing
with them in 45 were Russ Pouliot, Bob
Bryant, Howard Girardin, Bob Scranton.
Jimmy Evsent, Norm Archer, Carl Muir,
Bill Noah and George E. Van.

[ distinctly recall that gray Saturday
morning on the Black River in 1945. As a
broken spreader was being replaced, I sat in
Blitzen's cockpit fielding caustic comments
from other boats; “when are you going to
get that packet organized?” ’

Well, we managed to get our “packet

“Vitesse”, Cletus Welling’s NY-32 withdrew not by choice in 1945, the roughcést of all Mackinacs. Later she was towed to deep water, repaired and

organized” and started in good order in a
northeast wind of 20 miles. Right from the
onset we were over on our ear when the
wind kicked up and the fleet of 44 starters
favored a starboard tack. There was a lift as
we closed with the beach, the other boats
had to tack off-shore while the close-winded
Blitzen skirted shoal water to keep her edge.

With winds up to 30 somewhere off of
Forester, we couldn’t find a lead line. Pouliot
improvised one, using a heavy wrench. As
he dropped it overboard, he yelled for us to
comeabout and Blitzen rolled over on to a
port tack, bouncing off the bottom into
good water.

We held to this board well into the
steamer lanes hurtling along at 7 to 8 knots
while solid water slammed along the deck,
throwing spray high into the mainsail.

The wind was around 40 now and
howling like hell unchained. We had to
shorten the sail before Blitzen was over-
powered. [ yelled to double reef the
main. . . Grates demurred—rather loudly, |
recall—and ordered up the storm mainsail.

With the lee rail awash, it was a devilish
job wrestling off the main. Gradually, the






